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Welcome, readers. 


WELCOME TO THE VAULT 

OF HORROR . r THIS TIME I HAVE A TALE FOR 
YOU THAT EVEN PUZZLES MET STRETCH OUT 
COMFORTABLY, NOW... AND COVER YOURSELVES 
WITH DEEP BLACK DIRT TO KEEP WARM.' I 
WOULDN'T WANT YOU TO CATCH COLD FROM / 
THIS CHILLER I CALL 



NOW LISTEN, HENRY' EITHER ) OKAY, BOSS' 

YOU GET YOUR STORIES IN ^ OKAY. YOU'RE \ 
ON TIME OR YOU LOOK FOR ) RIGHT/ BUT IT'S I 
ANOTHER PUBLISHER ? XNOT MY FAULT? > 
THIS BUSINESS OF BEING } FRIENDS ARE ALWAYS 
LATE HAS GOT TO STOP/) BARGING IN ON ME... 
TUTth THROWING PARTIES.... 

!H MY APARTMENT/ I < 
GET R/D OF THEM? ) 


OKAY, BOSS? I PROMISE. 
I WON'T BE LATE AGAIN. 
I'LL OUTWIT THEM... . 
^ SOMEHOW? ^ 


WELL, EITHER YOU GET 
RID OF THEM.. .OH I'LL . 
GET RID OF YOU/ 



At home again, henry davioson 

SITS AT HIS TYPEWRITER... 



I HAVE A TERRIFIC PLOT FOR 
THIS NEXT HORROR STORY? IF 
ONLY I'M NOT INTERRUPTED^ 
HAN6 IT ALL f THERE'S 

THE DOORBELL? MSM 



HIYA, HENRY, OLD BOY? 
THOUGHT I'D BRING THE 
GANG OVER? HAVEN'T - 
SEEN YOU IN A COUPLE . 
— r OF DAYS? r 


DON'T LET US BOTHER 
YOU, HENRY, IF YOU'RE 
BUSY' YOU GO RIGHT \ 
AHEAD AND WORK, 1 
DAHLING? 



HENRY? YOU | 
OLD MEANY? 
WHY HAVEN'T 
I SEEN MORE 
1 OF YOU? jC 


LOOK, HENRY? 
. I GOT A 
' TERRIFIC 
STORY FOR 
YOU? THERE'S. 
Lthis GUY, < 
^SEE... J 


OH, I \ 
1 BET YOU 
SAY THAT 
I TO ALL/ 
THE > 
GIRLS... y 


THROW 
BACK THE 
, RUG? I ‘ 
FEEL LIKE 
DANCING? 


HEY.' 
WHERE'S 
YOUR * 
LIQUOR, 
HENRY* 



LEAVING SO SOON, FELLAH? 
CAN'T SAY 1 BLAME YOU? 
GUY WHO LIVES HERE SUF 
STINGY WITH HIS DRINKS? 


Some hours later... 



WELL, THAT DOES IT? I CANT J 
TAKE ANYMORE OF THIS.' IF ^ 
THEY LIKE MY APARTMENT SO 
MUCH, THEY CAN HAVE IT? I'LL 
JUST PACK UP MY CLOTHES AND . 
TYPEWRITER... AND LEAVE' s' 


THAT HOUSE? ITS PERFECT.' > 
JUST WHAT I NEED? WHY, I 
BET I COULD WRITE SEHSA- 
T/OHAL HORROR STORIES WITH 
ALL THAT MOOD AND 
f ATMOSPHERE? 


I'LL BUY IT f 





Later, at a real estate agent's office in town.. 


YOU... YOU WANT TO BUY 
HILL FORD MANOR? BUT.. 
NOBODY WANTS TO BUY 
THAT HOUSE? IT'S... 

IT'S HAUNTED f 



AH... I'M all set? 
PLENTY OF FOOD, TYPE- 
WRITER RIBBON, PAPER?. 
THIS IS GOING TO BE 
ONE ATT I CAN'T WAIT 
TO BEGIN WRITING? 


By candlelight, henry works on 
HIS LATEST STORY. HARDLY DOES HE TAKE 
TIME OUT TO EAT AND SLEEP, SO EN- 
THUSED IS HE .. f THE DAYS PASS..... 





THOUGHT YOU'D ) YOU NAUGHTY 
LOSE US BY < BOY? HOW COULD 
HIBERNATING, ) YOU DESERT US 
JR EH? LIKE THAT? YOU 

' Tfe MUST COME BACK 

H T0 THE C,TY ' HENRY' 

YOU SIMPLY MUSTf . 


. BUT... BUT HOW CAN 
' ANYONE LIVE IN A 
GLOOMY OLD PLACE 
LIKE THIS? IT'S... 
IT'S AWFUL f J 


RETURN TO THE CITY? 
NOTON YOUR LIFE? I'VE 
FOUND A HOME HERE, 

AND HERE I STAY f J I 







NONETHELESS, HERE 
I STAY' I'M DRIVING 
TO THE CITY TO « 
DELIVER A MANU- ] 
SCRIPT. ANYONE A 
CARE FOR A 
fc LIFT? 


ER... NO.THANKS, 
HENRY? WE'LL 
LOOK AROUND X 
FOR AWHILE? J \ 


A FEW HOURS LATER. 


W SWELL? I'VE HIDDEN 
[ LOUDSPEAKERS IN 
\ EVERY ROOM, NOOK j 
) AND CRANNY IN 
/ THIS DUMP? TED'S ~ 
DOWN THE CELLAR 
SETTING UP A CONTROL 
PANEL HE GOT HOLD OF?. 


IT WAS A JOB TRYING ~ 
TO GET THESE SOUND- 
EFFECTS RECORDS, AND 
THIS PHONOGRAPH , ^ 
BUT I GOT THEM? M 



r BOY? HAVE /AN IDEA? I KNOW ^ 
HOW WE CAN GET HENRY BACK TO 
THE CITY FOR 6000.' NOW, LISTEN? 
HERE'S WHAT WE DO... 


8000.' THIS CONTROL 
PANEL IS READY TO GO? 
WHEN HENRY GETS BACK, 
HE'LL GET THE SURPRISE 
OF HIS LIFE? 


JEAN GOT ALL THE ' 
SOUND EFFECTS / 
RECORDS, TED, AND 1 
* I'VE FINISHED ' 
WIRING THE HOUSE? 







HA! HA! HA! HA! 


OKAY, JEAN... HE MUST HAVE READ I 
THE NOTE BY NOW' SCREAM RIGKjJ 

INTO THE MIKE... — 3 " 

LOUD AND SCARY PJ - ^ 


OH, THIS IS RICH.' I’VE . 
FINALLY GOTTEN RID OF 4 
THEM' THEY'LL NEVER 
BOTHER ME ANYMORE' HA: 
HAY THIS HOUSE... HA.' HA. 
HAUNTED.' WHAT A LAUGH ! 


MY 60 SH.' A 
SCREAM.' SOUNDS, 
LIKE IT CAME <, 
FROM UPSTAIRS ' j 


IMAGINATION? I HEAR FOOT- 
STEPS.' COMING UP THE STAIRS! 
r COMING TOWARD ME.' mr-~T 


NOBODY HERE f 
HEH...MUST BE MY. 
IMAGINATION! 



I'LL BET HE'S SCARED 
STIPE.' GET THAT * 
DATTUN6 CHAINS 1 
RECORD READY ! A 


5TR/AW 
.FROM ME' 





WHA...WHATS GOING ON HERE? 
CHAINS RATTLING ALL AROUND 
ME' MOANS ...SHRIEKING' I'M... 
I'M GOING CRAZY? THIS PLACE . 
— i IS HAUNTED' ... - — 


...GOT TO KEEP CALM' LOOK 
IN EVERY ROOM.' THOSE... 
THOSE SOUNDS' WHERE ARE 
B THEY COMING FROM? 


SEARCHED EVERY ROOM. ..ALL 
EMPTY f YET THOSE WEIRD 
N0ISES-4ZZ AROUND BE/THE 
CELLAR. ..I HAVEN'T SEARCHED 
- — . THE CELLAR' 


HtLP! GHOSTS! SPOOKS! 
THE HOUSE IS HAUNTED!; 






A FEW HOURS LATER, HENRY 
RETURNS... WITH THE CON- 
STABLE AND HIS DEPUTIES... 




HMPF/ CONTROL 
PANEL... SOUND ' 
EFFECTS RECORDS/ 
THEY TRIED TO SCARE 
ME INTO RETURNING/ 
TO THE CITY i ^ 


...ONLY THEIR 
. LITTLE PLAN 
\ BACKFIRED/ 

/ JUST WHAT/I//? 
HAPPEN, WE'LL 
PROBABLY NEVER 
KNOW/ 


Henry returns to the-city 

WHERE THE GANG STILL WHOOP 
IT UPf ONLY MOW HENRY ENJOYS 
IT.. HE DOESN'T LIKE BEING 
ALONE ANYMORE/ 



HEH, HEH, HEH ! WELL. 
READERS, DID YOU LIKE MY 
AMUSING LITTLE TALE? I 
HOPE SO/ TO THIS DAY NO 
ONE KNOWS WHAT EVIL IS 
POSSESSED BY THAT 
HORROR HOUSE f HEH / 
BUT IF YOU WANT ANOTHER 
STORY.. . HEH/ JUST READ 







INTRODUCE MYSELF? I AM THE 
•HEN THE VAULT-KEEPER ASKED 
ME TO BREW UP A SPINE-TINGLING YARN IN MY 
CAULDRON AND PRESENT IT TO YOU IN HIS 
MAGAZINE,! COULDN’T REFUSE? (I AM HIS 


jnc. yr mi vtni dlo i : i y«LL i i . . . 



PLEASE' don't go 
PAST THIS SPOT... 
r PLEASE.' 

IPLEASETJ 


^NONSENSE, EH? GENTLEMEN.' I WARN YOU .'THE 
LEGEND OF THE OKEFENOKEE IS PEAL.' I KNOW.' 
YOU'LL NEVER COME OUT ALIVE. ..UNLESS YOU LET 
L ME GUIDE YOU' — ■■ 


NO 'NO? YOU'RE 
WRON6.' I'LL 
DO IT FOR 
NOTHING.' 


INJ ONLY I ^ 
S KNOW WHAT 
'IT ACTUALLY 


' COME INTO MY 
SHACK ...AND I'LL 1 
RELATE THE WHOLE 
>7 STORY... A 



'They had a DREAM, these three' they were going 
TO SOLVE THE PROBLEM THAT HAD BAFFLED SCIENCE 
FOR CENTURIES < THEY WERE GOING TO SOLVE THE 
SECRET Of / IFE. ■!' 


ABOUT TWENTY- FIVE YEARS AGO, THREE PEOPLE CAME TO > 
THIS PART OF THE OKEFENOKEE... THREE SCIENTISTS f ONE 
WAS MIDDLE-AGED, ONE WAS A YOUNG WOMAN, HIS DAUGHTER, 
.AND THE THIRD... A YOUNG MAN... THE GIRL'S nANCEE... 


f SO YOU SEE, 
MARIE, WE MUST 
SEPARATE OUR- 
. SELVES FROM 
h SOCIETY.. .AT 
I LEAST FOR A 
V WHILE.. * 


YES , MARIE 1 AFTER ALL, WE \ 
WOULD RECEIVE A GREAT DEAL \ 
OF CRITICISM' TO CREATE U\l\NOj 
MATTER... TO CREATE LIFE . 

IS SOMTHING THAT IS CONSIDERED 
BEYOND THE REALM OF SCIENCE- 


"NOW WE CAN UNPACK OUR EQUIPMENT... ALL 1 
JXJR APPARATUS... AND BEGIN OUR WORK 


^T LAST... WE ARE 
^INiSHEDT-— < 


PERHAPS-. ELECTRICITY, FATHER ? ^ 
PERHAPS IF WE SHOCKED V 
THIS COMBINATION OF iw ^ n- 
m willtryN 
I IT, MARIE' WE 
' WILL TRY EVERY- 
THING f THE ^ 
CONDITION' OR 
STIMULANT IS 
WHAT WE MUST 
S. DISCOVER... > 


THE SPARK OF LIFE, VEXACTLY' WE. 
EH, PROFESSOR? V ARE LACKING A 
S ^~__ _^»-TCERTAINtONOITION' 
"" r V * CERTAIN - 
■III.' 1 JJ^STIMULUS JJ 


WE KNOW WHAT PROTOPLASM. . LIVING 
TISSUE... CONTAINS ' WE HAVE 
ANALYZED IT AND WE KNOW EVERY < 
CHEMICAL-. IN ITS PROPER PROPOR- 
TION f AND YET... WHEN WE PLACE THEI 
TOGETHER. . COMBINE THEM. ..THEY DO 
NOT BEGIN TO.-TO... LIVE f THERE IS 
. ONE ELEMENT - MISSING... 


ELEMENTS. ..THE 
LIVING PROCESS 
WOULD BEGIN. . . \ 







It lived.' the small mixture of chem- 
icals AND BASIC ELEMENTS BEGAN TO 
LIVES A SIMPLE FORM OF LIFE. ..WITH NO 
STRUCTURE t JUST A SHAPELESS, AMOEBA- 
LIKE MASS OF LIVING PROTOPLASM f 


"And STILL IT GREW, UNCONTROLLED, 
BIGGER.. . BIGGER » IT MOVED ABOUT NOW... 
OUT OF THE WATER. ONTO THE 
LA NO.. .ENVELOPING AND ABSORBING 
EVERYTHING IN ITS PATH... 




A SCIENTIST .. .TALKING LIKE THAT? 
WHAT'S COME OVER YOU, COLBY ? . 


WHAT ARE YOU SATINS, Y EXACTLY WHAT I MEAN.' I 

1 . COLBY? __-^Y QUITTING' THIS... THIS THINO 

V TRYING TO DO...? IT’S.-IT'S.. 

\l WRON6 ' j— 


f YOU SEE, MARIE ? HE'S TURNED \ 
[OUT TO BE A SNIVELING COWARD? GOJ 
ON... COLBY... GET OUT? A TRUE < 
^SCIENTIST IS NEVER AFRAID.. .OFJ 
P-— — — tANYTHINCTj — — — 


^A/hAT HE SAW MADE HIS BLOOO FREEZE.. .HIS HAIR STAND 
ON END 'THE LABORATORY WAS COLLAPSING INTO A MASS 
OF QUIVERING WRITHING LIVHO MATTER... 




that's quite * YARN , OL 
TMER. BUT IF TOO DON'T 
MIND, I FIND IT HARD TO 
-w. BELIEVE... — <* 


The two men push their flatbottom boat out into the 

STREAM. .THEIR LAU9HTER DRIFTINfl ACROSS THE STAONANT 
SILENT WATER ? SLOWLY, THEY MAKE THEIR WAY UPSTREAM? 
SUDDENLY- 


' AND THAT'S MY ' 
TALE FROM THE 
CAULDRON FOR . 
THIS ISSUE' THE \ 
TWO MEN REFUSED 
TO SWALLOW OLD . 
COLBY'S STORY. < 
AND SO. HEH.HEH, 
THer GOT SWAL- 
LOWED UP INSTEAD 
SEE YOU NEXT S 
ISSUE? BYE, NOW •, 



'this IS THE STORY OF a STRANGE CLUB* . . AND A STILL, 

Stranger initiation.' i call this tale. . . a9£mM 


'HIS CLUB WAS NAMED AFTER ME, ALTHOUGH I DID NOT AND 
DO NOT NOW sanction its strange policies? v.k. 




w\ jr$ 

W~l 



IVIY STORY BEGINS ON A DARK NIGHT, AT THE HOME OF 
FRED COOMB ES, the TOWN UNDERTAKEN.. . 


GENTLEMEN.' AS PRESIDENT OF THE 
KEEPER'S CLUB, x hereby call this 



NO? I'M AGAINST A 
IT? THE WHOLE IDEA | 
IS REVOLTING? 

IS NOT THE PURPOSE 
OF THIS CLUB TO 
SUBJECT PEOPLE [ 
TO SUCH A HORRIBLE 
l ORDEAL? J 


please do not interrupt until i 

HAVE FINISHED? UPON UNEARTHING 
THE BODY, THE PROSPECTIVE MEMBER 
WILL NOTE THE TINE UPON THE 
OEAD MEMBER'S WATCH? HE WILL 
THEN REPORT BACK HERE TO US? 
I, HAVING SET UP POOR WILLY'S 
FUNERAL, WILL KNOW IF MR. LAKE 
^ HAS FULFILLED HIS MISSION? 


I JUST DON'T THINK 
ITS RIGHT, THAT'S 

■ all ' nm — ' 


\ ALL RIGHT, 

) GENTLEMEN? 
I’LL PUT IT 
TO A VOTE? ALL 
IN FAVOR OF THE 
L INITIATION-? 


LISTEN TO 
VARDY ? 
SINCE 
WHEN DID 
YOU GET 
SO HIGH 
AND 

MIGHTY, 

VARD? 



ThE PROSPECTIVE MEMBER OF THE VAULT -KEEPER'S 
CLUB TURNS AND LEAVES THE ASSEMBLAGE, HORROR 
AND TERROR ON HIS PALEO FACE,.. 


SORRY, VARD? YOU'RE OUTNUMBERED? 
THE INITIATION STANDS? YOU'LL 
FIND A SPADE IN MY GARAGE, 

(MR. LAKE? 


ha*-ha* ! 


AS THE LAST STROKE OF TWELVE DIES AWAY, THE 
RUSTY GATE OF FAIRHAVEN CEMETERY SQUEAKS 01 


Warren lake... prospective member of the VAULT- 
KEEPER'S CLUB ..MAKES HIS WAY SLOWLY OVER THE 
SOFT, SILENT EARTH AND ST OPS BEFORE A RATHER 
NEW-LOOKIN6 HEADSTONE... | .... „ ~ ~ 


THERE'S ...REALLY NO REASON.... TO BE. 




A'!$ « 
v V 


Quicky warren scampers from the yawning 
BLACK CAVERN HE HAS DUG, AND BREATHLESSLY 
BEGINS TO SHOVEL THE DIRT BACK INTO THE 


WHAT ARE YOU 
TALKING about ? 
JUST TELL US THE 
TIME ON POOR 
willy's watch 
ANO YOU'LL.. . 






The rest of the VAULT-KEEPER'S CLUB shouts down varovs 


AND... 

IF YOU 

DON'T BELIEVE 
ME, LOOK j 


"this ts WILLY'S GRAVE, ) AND IT'S 
ALL RIGHT? I BEEN FRES* 

REMEMBER THE J l DUG.TOOf 
LOCATION WELL' J \ / 


WHAT TO' SOME- 
IT'S ALL THING 
AB OUT' J fr TELLS 
gyXjgaSL ME.- jt 


YOUR- 
SELVES . ' 


|AnXIOUS HANDS START TO DIG, AND SOON. 


AND THIS /SMT WILLY 7 


LOOKS LIKE SOME- V SOMEONE 
ONE’S PULLE D A A WHO HAD 
ft SWI TCH Ml SOMETHING 
IjnjBSlP®. TO HIDE... 


I WOULD JUDGE THIS PERSON 
TO HAVE BEEN DEAD FOR 
MORE THAN FIFTY YEARS 


WHY. THAT'S NOT 


COFFIN.' 


THE COFFIN WILLY 
was BURIED IN' „ 


I and YOU f VARDYf 
DISCOVERED /J YOU 
HIS BODY, ( MURDERED 
DIDN'T YOU?\ WILLY.DIDN'T 
■ 1 / \ you? r 



NO.' NO.' 
IDIOM' T... 


AND... I NEVER / 
QUESTIONED 
THAT HISOEATH 1 
WAS ANYTHING ' 
BUT NATURAL f 


you'll WHAT') 


YOU HAVEN'T ANTTH/NO ON ME/ YOU 
CAN'T PROVE A THING.' DO AHEAD/ 
PINO WILLY'S BODY' GO AHEAD.' A 


Suddenly, 


LOOK f 


WHAT WAS THAT? 


UKE A 

MUFFLED 

EXPLOSION.' 


t j^£. 




OKAY, 

I VAROY? 
| DON'T 


THERE'S NO NEED, GENTLEMEN ? 
I CONFESS' I POISONED 
HMt.'l HATED HIM? HE STOLE 
MY G IRL? AND IF YOU HADN'T 
THOUGHT OF THIS STUPID 
INITIATION,! WOULD HAVE 
GOTTEN AWAY WITH IT? I 


\ WILLY WAS VERY 
HELPFUL IN 
I TELL! NS US 
/ WHERE HE WAS 
BUSIED /IT WOULD 
HAVE BEEN AWFUL 
TO HAVE HAD TO DIG 
UP THE WHOLE 
CEHETEPy TO Ep 


SOMEBODY CALL THE 
POLICE.' I'M GOING 
TO REQUEST AN _ 


O REQUEST AN , 

AUTOPSYf Jg 


SIMPLE? I MUST ADMIT IT'S ALL MY 


FAULT? IN MY TWELVE YEARS OF 
UNDERTAKING, I NEVES BEFORE 
MADE SUCH A MISTAKE? I NEGLECTED 
TO OS/LL HOLES IN THE CASKET 
TO ALLOW THE BASES FROM THE 
I DECOMPOSING BODY TO ESCAPE' 

1 WHEN THE PRESSURE BUILT UP... « 

l~ / poof' /arik. — : _ 


FRED, JUST 
HOW DID 
THAT 

EXPLOSION 

HAPPEN? 


SEEMS LIKE LAKE, HERE, 
OUGHT TO BE ALLOWED TO 
JOIN THE CLUB ANYWAY, 
FRED... EVEN THOUGH HE 
DIDN'T ACTUALLY 
FULFILL HIS MISSION? 1 


GEE? NOW WE'LL HAVE 
ANOTHES VACANCY 
TO FILL WHEN THEY 
EXECUTE VARDY? 
SAY... PERHAPS YOU'D 
UKE TO APPLY? 



COME NOW, TO A CARNIVAL ...TRAVELING FROM TOWN TO TOWN... AND 
I WI LL_S H OW YOU AN INTERESTING EXHIBIT CALLED... 


STEP RIGHT UP, LADIES AND GENTLE- 
MEN? SEE ZOBO... THE LIVING CORPSE? 
ZOBO...WHO STAYS UNDER SIX FEET > 
OF EARTH... BURIED ALIVE. . . ft* 
to FOR EIGHT HOURS... . -^BA' 


„ — /they 

/ PHONE YfjPUMP 
Sto-'-XVBr AIR ' 


OKAY, SAM? THE JOINT'S 
CLOSED? I'LL DIO YOU t> 
kjj OUT, NOW? r MM 




'wHEW'BOY, IT WAS, 
HOT DOWN THERE 
TODAY? MADE IT 
TOUGH ON MY "v 
> " SHALLOW - ' 

BREATHING'.' 


TAKE IT EASY, 
SAM? I'LL BE 
SEEING YOU? 


’'HOP IN, RITA? 

YOU LOOK -< 
GOOD TONIGHT? 


I FEEL GOOD, 
PAUL? LET'S GO, 
SOMEPLACE AND 
~-r DANCE? ^ 


r r SO...THAT‘S THEl 
• SCORE? THAT NO- 4 
j GOOD DAME...SHE*SJ 
> TWO-TIMING ME?? 


ALL RIGHT? GO 'HEAD? 
TALK YOUR WAY OUT 
OF THIS— IF YOU > 
W CAN.' a IF 


F I'M DOIN' IT FOR US SAM... 
YOU AN' HE' I GOT A PLAN... 
AND WHEN WE'RE THROUGH, 
OUR CANNY DAYS'LL BE 
OVER ' WE CAN GET MARRIED 
LIKE YOU WANT? 


'MAKE IT GOOD, TlISTEN, WILL YOU? I GOT THIS GUY ON ' 
RITA, OR Jit STRING? I TOLD HIM YOU AN' ME 
S'HELP ME, ) WERE MARRIED BUT THAT I'M TIRED 
■ I<LL - jofl °F YOU? HE'S RICH, SAM? HE CAN BE 

TAKEN FOR PLENTY' HERE'S MY Ijljt 
PLAN - k 




Suspiciously 

SAM LISTENS 
AS RITA UN- 
FOLDS HER 
DIABOLICAL 


AN* THEN YOU BUST IN... AND WHEN^ 
HE SLUGS YOU, YOU FLOP AND START 
THAT SHALLOW- BREATH IMS of 
YOURS? HE'LL THINK HE KILLED , 
' YOU... AN 1 THEN I'LL GET HIM TO / 
BURY YOU? LATER, I'LL COME L 
Die YOU UP' WE'LL BLACK- \ 
HAIL HM FOR p.fnty? 


^ SOUNDS OKAY RITA? ^ 
ONLY YOU GOTTA GET 
ME OUT IN LESS THAN * 
AN HOUR? I CANT LAST 
MORE than FIFTY- 
FIVE H/NUTES... 


[ 7 .. IT WON'T BE LIKE THE SHOW.' 
I WON'T HAVE A COFFIN... . 
I'LL BE IN DIRT AND I CAN 
ONLY LAST FIFTY- FIVE MINUTES 
I with THE AIR IN MY LUN6S' . 


“hop IN, RITA? I LET THE ^ 
SERVANTS OFT TONIGHT? J 
HOW ABOUT COMING TO MY 
■HPLACE? 1 


SO ARE YOU, RITA! 
I'VE DREAMED 
ABOUT THIS 
MOMENT. . . ) 


IT'S BEAUTIFUL, 
PAUL... JUST 
BEAUTIFUL.' 




''fAUL' IT'S MY 
HUSBAND... AND HE'S 
GOT A KNIFE .' 


i'll teach you to 

FOOL AROUND WITH 
» NY WIFE. . . 


Everything goes exactly as planned? sam falls, 

STRIKING HIS HEAD... f / u/u.to S — 


GOOD LORD' YOU'RE RIGHT! 
V HE IS DEADf^^^^ 


WHAT'LL WE DO. 
PAUL? WHAT'LL 
WE DO? — 


HE... HE'S DEAD: 


And SO. PAUL AND RITA CARRY SAM, FEIGNING ] 
DEATH BY CONTROLLED "SHALLOW- BREATHING", TO! 


’’DEAD? I... I’M A ^ 
MURDERER.' THE 
-SCANDAL... I'LL 

be RUINED.' J 


NO. PAUL' WAIT.' T DO YOU 
NO ONE KNOWS HE \THINK IT < 
WAS COMING HERE?? WOULD 
GET RID OF HIS I WORK, 
BODY.' I'LL REPORTV RITA? 

HIM MISSINB.' /]/ 

THEY'LL NEVER ) 
suspect YOU f »J 


DEEP ENOUGH, SO HE'LL 
SMOTHER TO DEATH... AND 
>THEN I CAN OPERATE 

ALONE... y-^mM 




. RITA? IT'S * 
DOME/ueVs 
^ o°? . j 


"NO ONE WILL EVER ^fWM? THEY* 
FIND HIM OUT THERE, ) MUSTA ^ 
PAUL? YOU'RE SAFE? j BURIED , 

l *|^ r= _ -r — ^ SOMEBODY 

jgTJj JPfl I BACK THERE?] 


■'HE'S RICH ENOUGH? I COULD GO 
AWAY? HE'LL PAY WELL' I'VE j 
BOT SOMETHING ON HIM NOW? \ 
I’M GOING TO SEE WHO IT IS j J 
L HE KILLED ?y . T~V 



•BOX" IS SAM'S COFFIN. WHERE HE SPENDS EIGHT HOURS 
EVERY DAY ...BURIED ALIVE f FOR TEN CENTS. YOU CAN LOOK 





THE LAST HOAD? YOU ^ 
THOUGHT YOU'D LET ME 
DIE— EH f WELL. ..WE'LL y 
SEE HOW YOU LIKE ^ 
BEING BURIED 
ALIVE' 


SAM f THIS 
ISN'T THE . 
’ROAD ! Jt 


| Sam stands on the edge and drops the coffin 


GOOD-BYE. RITA' GOOD... Y^AAyHffHH* 


NOW YOU'RE GONNA DIE IN THERE, RITA' I'M 
> GONNA DROP YOU INTO THIS QUICKSAND' 
THEY'LL NEVER FIND YOU. RITAf NEVER.' 


As THE COFFIN, HEAVY WITH RITA'S STRUGGLING BOOY, 
PLUNGES INTO THE PUTRID, STENCH-FILLED BOG... SAM 

follows— r~>7 \ {, V L^S-LT — I 


MY COAT... I 
NAILED UP 
MY COAT ' 


.SAM AND RITA ARE BURIED ALIVE... FOR THE 
LAST TIME... 



